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figure always seemed to be saying to you, " Yes, you may look
at me."

At the same time, for all the mother's liveliness of disposition
and the daughter's air of indifference and abstraction, something
told one that the former was incapable of feeling affection
for anything that was not pretty and gay, but that Avdotia,
on the contrary, was one of those natures which, once they love,
are willing to sacrifice their whole life for the man they adore.

XXXIV
MY FATHER'S SECOND MARRIAGE

MY father was forty-eight when he took as his second wife
Avdotia Vassilievna Epifanov.

I suspect that when, that spring, he had departed for the'
country with the girls, he had been in that communicatively
happy, sociable mood in which gamblers usually find themselves
who have retired from play after winding large stakes. He had
felt that he still had a fortune left to him which, so long as he
did not squander it on gaming, might be used for our advance-
ment in life. Moreover, it was springtime, he was unexpectedly
well supplied with ready money, he was alone, and he had nothing
to do. As he conversed with Jakoff on various matters, and
remembered both the interminable suit with the Epifanovs
and Avdotia's beauty (it was a long while since he had seen
her), I can imagine him saying: " How do you think we ought
to act in this suit, Jakoff? My idea is simply to let the cursed
land go. Eh? What do you think about it? " I can imagine,
too, how, thus interrogated, Jakoff twirled his fingers behind his
back in a deprecatory sort of way, and proceeded to argue that
" all the same, Peter Alexandritch, we are in the right." Never-
theless (I further conjecture) Papa ordered the dogcart to be
got ready, put on his fashionable olive-coloured driving-coat,
brushed up the remnants of his hair, sprinkled his clothes with
scent, and, greatly pleased to think that he was acting a la
seignior (as well as, even more, revelling m the prospect of soon
seeing a pretty woman), drove off to visit his neighbours.

I can imagine, too, that when the flustered housemaid ran to
inform Peter Vassilievitch that Monsieur Irtenieff himself had
called, Peter answered angrily, "Well, what has he come
for? " and, stepping softly about the house, first went into his.1 Yet, despite this flourishing position of affairs, he
